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An Open Letter to the Enemy 


Dear Dave, 


Its dark in here, in my head. It's dark, yet strangely warm, comforting even. But it needs to be doesn't it, 
seeing as you, the enemy, put me in here? The darkness is preferable to what happened before it fell over my 


eyes. 


There are voices, quiet whispers like a summer breeze. | can hear them but l'm not sure where they're from. 


Part of my imagination? Or from out there, another dimension | may never see again? 


You did a good job, I'll give you credit for that. Heavy fists, fueled by the drugs | caught you stuffing into 
your system, pounded into my soft flesh. Flesh which had seen your bruises and marks too many times. This 
time was different in that | wanted a break from you, some time to myself, away from your voice, your 


taunting and the pain you like to dish out. 


It started with that collar, didn't it? | don't know why you wanted me to wear it because | had no problem with 
being everything you wanted me to be. Your best friend, your writing partner, your lover .. your permanent 


shadow. | didn't see a problem in just being them, yet you wanted more. The gleam in your eye as you wrapped 


that strip of leather around my throat sent shivers down my spine and it was at that moment when | realised 
that it was what I'd wanted for so long. I'd wanted to mean so much to one person, to have just one person 
think the world of me. A person who would be there when the sun rose and when it set, someone who wouldn't 


desert me in the heat of the moment. 


What the hell am | talking about? | had that before, in my family. A wonderful family who only wished for the 
best. But family can only do so much, right? At least that's what you told me. Told me that once you're a man 
you have to fend for yourself, provide for your loved ones through thick and thin. And | know by "loved ones" 
that you meant you. Fuck my family, right? When the gutter and the pavement were calling to you, you 

needed me there to scoop you up. When you crawled in from whichever fight you'd aimed to finish, covered in 
bruises, blood and scratches, | was there to to clean and mend you. My family oozed into the background, like 
a dying dream. It was only when we started travelling, touring, that | reconnected myself with them because 
you'd kept me on that short a leash. So short that | was choking from the closeness, the confining closeness of 
always being within a few feet of you. But | wanted to be there because | wasn't afraid to admit how | feel 
about you. You hid your feelings behind sneers and bravado and that's when the doubt began to settle in my 
mind. Did you really love me like you said you did? Or had | just become some living, breathing bauble? 


| had no problems with dropping subtle hints about our relationship but | soon learned not too. A fist, slamming 
into me, pushing my face into the wall, as you screamed at me. Telling me to keep my mouth shut, telling me 
that | was a useless hack you'd rescued from a life on the streets. Tearing down the self esteem that you'd 
so carefully built, destroying me body, mind and soul. You did it in the name of our relationship, telling me that 


going through this would make me stronger, make me better, turn me into a better lover. 


But it didn't. Instead | felt myself shrivel and die. For a while, what you did worked. I'd bounce back, stronger 
and better than before. But as it carried on, becoming more frequent and violent, | found myself shrinking 


away, curling up inside myself, changing into the simpering yes man you said you didn't want. 


Yet that's what you did want, wasn't it? You just wanted someone to nod and smile and touch your arm, telling 
you everything was okay while staring at you through eyes blackened at your hand. You wanted someone who 
would bow down, worship the ground you walked on, and you got it. You got it from thousands of fans and 


journalists, all of them telling you how much you rock, how hardcore you are. 


But | still love you. I'll never stop loving you. Why? Because even when the fans and journalists were singing 
your praises, you would turn to me, your eyes empty of the normal rage and anger, and tell me that it was 
only my opinion that mattered. In between the moments of violent anger, you would hold my hand, gently 
touching me as the smile that was reserved just for me fluttered your lips. A voice that was never heard 
outside of our little world would tell me how much you loved and appreciated me, how much you needed me. 
And it was in those moments that | would find myself falling for you all over again. | would stay for those 


moments. 


| can hear my mom. She's there, isn't she? Out there in the outside world | can hear her. She sounds like she's 
in pain. | can hear the tears in her voice. She's crying, isn't she? Please mom. Please don't cry! Itll never 


happen again, | promise. He's learnt his lesson He's not going to go this far again. | deserved it mom. | deserved 


to be beaten into submission | disturbed Dave's quiet time. Please understand, mom. I'm a man, | can take it. 
l'm a fighter, I'll survive. And I'll learn from this too, because Dave needs me, mom. Dave needs me, he can't 


survive without me. 


Although you can survive without me, can't you Dave? You lived years without even knowing of my existence 
and you'd survive again if | left, wouldn't you? Because l'm not sure if | want to wake up, Dave. l'm growing to 
like it in here, in the darkness, in my mind. It's quiet, it's peaceful and it's away from the pain. The pain and the 


blood and the screaming are a mere memory in here. 


lm sorry, Dave. I'm sorry for not being exactly what you wanted. l'm sorry for not living up to your 
expectations. I'm sorry for failing you time and again. I'm sorry for annoying you so much that it had to come 
to this. l'm sorry if | don't come back. | can only hope that you understand. | can pray that you find someone 
who will stand beside you for longer than | did, who will support and love you to the end of your life. 


But they'll never love you as much as | do. They'll never feel the pride | did as | watched you collect awards. 
They'll never try and understand you while you were in the throes of madness. They'll never hold you and try 
to comfort you like | did. 

Ill try and survive, Dave. I'll fight to stay in this life, just so that | can feel your protectiveness surround me 
once more. I'll fight because | know there's no place I'd rather be except with you. | can only hope that you will 
learn from this, learn that each action has a consequence. 


| won't make you wait till the next life to see me. You'll see me again in this one. | just don't know when it'll be. 


~~~ The End=~~ 


